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NO,  NO,  ROLLO— LET’S  DON  OUR  EVENING  CLOTHES  AND  TREAT 
OUR  DATES  TO  THE  BIG  AFFAIR  OF  THE  YEAR 

THE  CLASS  OF  1934 

PRESENTS 

THE  JUNIOR  PROM 


FEATURING 


^ ! 


CI.AUDE  HOPKINS 

April  28,  1933 


TAYLOR  GYM 


$3.30  a Couple 
DANCING  - 10  to  3 


r 


Feldman 


GREETINGS  TO  YOU,  LITTLE  MAID 
CHEEKS  SO  FLUSHED  WITH  CHEMICS  AID 
COME  DANCE  AND  WHIRL  IN  GAY  PARADE 
AND  DRINK  — BUT  ONLY  LEMONADE. 
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so  SAY  WE^ 

“Ye  Burro’s  ” parents  for  the  ensuing  year  as- 
sume their  duties  with  sincere  thanks  to  the  outgo- 
ing board  for  having  been  able  to  consistently  put 
out  an  excellent  magazine  despite  this  economic 
crisis,  and  they  do  earnestly  hope  that  they  may  be 
as  successful  as  their  illustrious  predecessors.  They 
do,  h owever,  warn  their  readers  not  to  be  astonished 
if  cataclysmic  changes  occur,  because  they  are  mem- 
bers of  the  extreme  Right  Wing  and “Hark, 

angels  call !’’ 


GALLANT 

FOX  CLUB 

108  East  Sixtieth  Street,  New  York  City 

A GOOD  PLACE  TO  DINE 

Lunch,  $1.00 

Dinner,  $1.50 

No  Cover  Charge 

Open  12  noon  - 1 a.  m. 

KOCH  BROTHERS 

Hamilton  Street  at  Seventh,  Allentown 

Young  Mens  Clothing 

— maintaining  style  standards  that  complete- 
ly satisfy  the  refined  tastes  of  the  well-bred 
University  Man. 

Hickey-Freeman  Kuppenheimer 

Adler-Rochester 

Dobbs  Hats  Manhattan  Shirts 


Safeguard  Your  Health 


Use 


MOWRER’S  MILK 


Phone  2687 


O’REILLY’S 

Bethlehem’s 

Home  of  Nationally  Advertised  Clothes 

KUPPENHEIMER  CLOTHES 
MICHAELS-STERNS 

WORSTED  TEX 

VARSITY  CLOTHES 

ARROW  SHIRTS  STETSON  HATS 

THE  E.  O’REILLY  CO. 

New  at  Third 


.MOORE 

RENARD 

ROBERTS 

SEYBOLD 

SLONAKER 

SPRINGSTEEN 

TYLER 

TETHER 


LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 

Offers  Four  - Year  Courses  in 
Arts  and  Science 
Business  Administration 
Chemistry 

Chemical  Engineering 
Civil  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Engineering  Physics 
Industrial  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Metallurgical  Engineering 
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For  Information  Address 
G.  B.  CURTIS,  Registrar 
Lehigh  University,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 
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EDWIN  E 

DRUG  ST 

■It!’,  ami  Broadway 
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I.  YOUNG 

9RES,  Inc. 

310  \V.  Broad  St. 
Main  Sts. 

THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


Two  cops  unexpectedly  walked 
in  on  a burglar  robbing  a general 
department  store  and  demanded 
to  know  what  he  was  doing. 

“Just  taking  stock,”  was  the  re- 
ply. 

— Exchange. 

BURR — 

“Wh  ere’s  that  five  bucks  you 
owe  me?  I feel  like  punching 
your  face.” 

“Tutut,  be  careful:  if  we 

fight  it’ll  be  a war  debt,  and  then 
where’ll  you  be?  ” 

— Kitty-Kat. 

■ BURR 

“Let’s  go  down  to  the  drug- 
store and  guzzle  a coupla  nice  big 
cokes.  ” 

“I’m  not  very  thirsty;  I’ll  just 
get  a coquette.” 

— Kitty-Kat. 

— BURR — 

Lily:  “And  when  did  you  first 
discover  he  was  no  gentleman?” 

Daisy:  “When  the  davenport 
broke.” 

— Kitty-Kat. 

BURR 

Guiniverse  said  please  but  Sir 
Galahad  enough. 

— Exchange. 

BURR 


The  moon  affects  both  the  tide 
and  the  untied. 


— Dirge. 


BURR 


Father:  ”1  saw  you  kissing  my 
daughter  at  eight  o’clock  last 
night.  What’s  the  idea?  ” 

Bf:  “Well,  you  see  1 drew 

straws  with  three  other  fellows, 
and  I got  the  early  shift.” 

— Dirge. 

BURR 

He:  “You  ought  to  sleep  well.” 
The  Other:  “Why?  ” 

The  First:  “You  lie  so  easily.” 
— Exchange. 


Our  Advertisers 
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Yuengling’s  Ice  Cream 
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If  thatVcatnip 
I’m  a/daterpillar! 


99 


The  Colonel  tried  to  be  kittenish 
. . . but  the  result  was  catastrophe ! 
There  is  one  tobacco  that  domestic 
pets  (trom  wives  to  kittens)  run 
toxvnrJs,  not  etwny  from! 

With  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  you  are 
almost  guaranteed  a perfect  smoke. 
Why  the  “almost”?  Simply  because 
no  tobacco  can  overcome  the  handicap 
of  a foul,  unkept  pipe.  In  a w'ell- 
preserved  briar  there  is  just  nothing 
like  the  satisfaction  you  get  out  of 
Sir  Walter  Ral  eigh’s  fragrant,  mild 
mixture,  kept  fresh  in  gold  foil. 

Your  nearest  tobacconist  bas  this 
orange  and  black  tin  of  rare  Kentucky 
Burleys.  You  11  agree  with  thousands 
of  particular  smokers  that  it’s  the  cat’s ! 


Brown  & Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky,  Dept.  W-34 


take  care  oj- 

pij-E 


! Send  for  this 

FREE 

BOOKIET 


It’s 


—AND  IT’S  MILDER 


She:  “Officer,  a man  is  following  me.  ’ 

Officer:  “Are  you  sure?  ’ 

She:  “Yes,  indeed,  I went  back  a couple  of  times 
to  see  if  he  was  coming.” 

— Purple  Parrot. 

TiunR 

Jane:  “I  want  a shorter  skirt  than  the  one  you 
showed  me.  ’ 

Clerk:  “This  is  the  shortest  we  have.  Have  you 
tried  the  collar  department?  ’ 

— Claw. 

• m'RR 

Boss:  “I  had  to  fire  the  secretary  I hired  this 
morning.  ’ 

Assistant:  “Didn’t  she  have  any  experience?” 

Boss:  “None  at  all.  I told  her  to  sit  down,  and 
she  looked  around  for  a chair.” 

— Orange  Peel. 


Ruir.: 

He  took  her  gently  in  his  aims 
And  pressed  her  to  his  chest; 

The  lovely  color  left  her  cheek 
And  lodged  on  his  full  dress. 

— Orange  Peel. 


Bl’RR 

THE  WAY  TO  A MAN’S  HEART 

A girl  need  not  be  brilliant, 

A girl  need  not  be  witty, 

A girl  need  not  be  beautiful. 

Although  I like  them  pretty, 

A girl  need  not  go  very  far 
To  please  this  simple  bloke. 

If  only  she  will  loudly  laugh 
Each  time  I crack  a joke. 

— Ski-u-Mah. 


BURR 

“This  likker  is  a fallacy.” 

“How’s  that?  ” 

“Makes  a fallacy  pink  giraffes.  ” 

— Belle  Hop. 


BURR 

Grocer:  “Here’s  your  fly  paper.  Anything  else?  ” 
Rastus:  “Yes  suh;  Ah  wants  about  six  raisins.  ” 
Grocer:  “Do  you  mean  six  pounds?  ” 

Rastus:  “Naw,  suh,  about  six;  jes’  enuf  fo’  de- 
coys. ” 


— Rammer- Jammer. 
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“Dear,  how  short  should  my  skirt  be?” 

“Let  your  chassis  be  your  guide.” 

— Wampus. 


BURR- 


IF  YOU’RE  BROAD-MINDED 

“Now,  as  man  to  man,  would  you  marry  a girl 
who’d  been  to  a Dartmouth  Carnival?” 

— Growler. 


BURR 


“Oh,  Mrs.  Flatbottom,  I have  never  seen  a 
child  as  badly  spoiled  at  that  son  of  yours.” 

“Why,  Mr.  Murphy,  I don’t  believe  you.  ” 

‘Oh,  yes  he  is,  too.  Just  come  out  and  look 
what  the  fire  engine  done  to  him.  ” 

— Exchange. 


-BURR- 


The  monkey  and  the  baboon  were  playing  in  the 
grass. 

The  monkey  threw  the  baboon  a forward  pass. 
(Ha,  ha!  Fooled  you  that  time.  You  thought  he 
was  going  to  punt.) 

— Yellow  Jacket. 


THIS  MONTH’S  POINTLESS  JOKE 

A middle-aged  man  came  into  a restaurant  and 
ordered  dinner.  After  bringing  him  his  order,  the 
waiter  stood  at  a little  distance  to  watch  him  eat. 
She  was  surprised  to  see  him  take  the  lettuce  salad 
from  the  plate  and  begin  rubbing  the  leaves  in  his 
hair.  Approaching  him  she  said: 

“I  beg  your  pardon,  but  why  are  you  rubbing 
that  lettuce  in  your  hair?” 

The  customer  stopped,  looked  at  the  lettuce, 
and  replied  rather  apologetically: 

“I’m  sorry,  I thought  it  was  spinach.” 

— Arizona  Kitty  Kat. 

BURR 

“You  know,  there’s  something  about  you  that  I 
like.” 

“Not  really — well  try  and  get  it!  ” 

— S.  C.  Wampus. 

BURR 

“What  I calls  an  inveterate  drinker,  is  a boid  what 
can’t  shave  without  getting  lather  in  his  beer.  ” 

— Cajoler. 


Pay  for  1 Room  , . . 

Live  in  9! 

Different individual thoroughly  of  New  York utterly  unlike  any  other  mode 

of  living,  the  Allerton  Houses  offer  the  ideal  combination  of  home  and  club  life. 

Here  are  the  fellowship  and  facilities  of  the  finest  club rest  and  reading  rooms, 

gymnasia,  game  rooms,  solaria,  dances and  at  rates  adjusted  to  present  day,  com- 

mon sense  standards.  You  share  all  these  privileges — pay  only  for  your  room! 


The  locations  were  selected  with  extreme  care  for  convenience,  accessibility  and  de- 
sirability. You  live  in  the  restricted  East  Side  district,  where  you  can  stroll  in  comfort 
to  midtown  business  and  social  activities. 

If  you  desire  to  maintain  a high  standard  of  living,  without  maintaining  high  expenses, 
find  out  today  what  the  Allertons  have  for  you. 

Inspect  the  Allertons.  Note  their  advantages.  Discover  for  yourself  the  economy 
and  desirability  of  Allerton  living. 

Rates  $10  to  $22  Weekly 


FOR  MEN  and  WOMEN 

.•2Sth  ST.  & M..\I)IS0N  AVE. 

Fraternity  Clubs  Building  CAIedonia  5-3700 

Luncheon,  Cac  and  75c;  Dinner.  75c  and  Sl.OO 
-■Vlso  .\la  Carte 
143  East  30th  STREET 

Ea.st  of  Lexington  .\ve.  AShland  4-0460 

FOR  MEN 

.302  WEST  22nd  STREET 
Chelsea  .3-6454 

FOR  WOMEN 

1.30  EAST  57th  STREET 

,\t  Lexington  .Ave.  PLaza  3-8841 

Rates  — .$12  to  $22 
Luncheon,  50c;  Dinner.  75c  and  $1.00 


ALLERTON 


CLUB  RESIDENCES 

IN  NEW  YORK 
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Lehigh  Guests! 


Zix  Motel  JSctblcbem 


Offers  a Convenient  Headquarters  and  all  the 
Comforts  and  Service  of  Modern  Hotel 
Management  to  make  your  house  party  visit  pleasant 


RESERVATIONS  PHONE  — 2900 


“There  ain’t  a hotel  here,  ” he  said,  “but  you  can 
sleep  with  the  station  agent.  ” 

“Sir!  ” she  exclaimed,  “111  have  you  know  that 
I am  a lady.  ” 

“That’s  all  right,  ” drawled  the  old  man,  “so  is 
the  station  agent.” 


Rain,  rain,  rain.  Rain  beating  on  the  roof  and 
the  native  drums  of  the  zombies  beating  in  the  hills. 
Von  Hackensack  and  1 were  sitting  on  the  veranda 
of  our  native  krall  in  the  Southern  Congo  when 
Boola,  my  No.  1 boy,  burst  upon  us  and  lay  pant- 
ing at  my  feet.  My  hand  leapt  to  the  butt  of  my 
tried  and  trusty  45,  and  Von  Hackensack’s  weather 
beaten  face  twitched  convulsively.  I gave  the  na- 
tive a kick  and  he  muttered  his  message  in  the 
throaty  dialect  of  the  Lower  Ubanji  Magangi.  “He 
says  the  natives  have  eaten  a Methodist  and  a Bap- 
tist missionary,”  translated  Von  Hackensack.  “Mis- 
sionaries. “Yes,  ” he  muttered,  “I  guess  they’s  sects- 
starved.  ” A shot  split  the  white  blackness  of  the 
jungle  night.  They’ll  never  find  the  body.  Safari. 

* — Froth. 


ODE  TO  A LOVER 

You’re  soft,  you’re  pure,  you’re  lovely, 

You’re  tender,  sweet,  refined. 

I ever  long  to  feel  your  fond  caress. 

Cold  nights  are  mine  without  you. 

1 crave  you,  dear,  at  even’. 

Without  you  1 can’t  sleep;  1 know  not  rest. 

1 feel  your  warmth  about  me, 

I hold  you  tight  and  keep  you; 

Your  body  close  to  mine  in  fond  ambrace. 

Those  nights  we  spent  together. 

Dreaming;  ah,  sweet  slumber. 

You  cuddled  near;  your  hair  about  my  face. 

I love  you,  I adore  you. 

Never  leave  me,  I implore  you. 

Stay!  Sleep  wilh  me,  my  Virgin  Wool  Blanket. 

— Pelican. 

BURR 

Mr.  Sappy:  “The  milkman  told  me  he  necked 
every  lady  on  this  routs,  with  the  exception  of  one. 

Mrs.  Sappy:  “That  must  be  that  stuck-up  Mrs. 
Ritz,  next  door.  ” 


—Owl. 
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Burr-lesque 


#Time  after  time  on  trips  to  New  York  we  have 
noticed  the  small  plots  of  grass  which  decorate  the 
strip  of  land  lying  between  the  uptown  and  down- 
town traffic  lanes  on  upper  Park  Avenue,  but  it  took 
a native  to  point  out  to  us  what  we  consider  a high 
light  in  unconscious  humor.  Adorning  alternate  plots 
the  city  fathers,  evidently  not  trusting  the  wire  fenc- 
ing, have  placed  small  signs  reading  thus: 


DOGS  NOT  ALLOWED 
FOR  ANY  PURPOSE 
WHATEVER! 


• Nudism  is  a subject  pregnant  with  interest  for 
every  normal  student.  Perhaps  making  it  legal  would 
take  the  thrill  out  of  it  for  us  (God  forbid)  in  the 
same  way  that  Franklin  D.  removed  the  glamor  (?) 
of  beer  drinking.  At  any  rate,  we  have  this  to  say 
for  it,  think  of  the  wonderful  new  field  for  nick- 
names it  would  open.  The  idea  grows  on  us. 

• Much  has  been  said  both  for  and  against  the 
younger  generation.  Avoiding  committing  ourselves 
in  our  usual  adroit  manner,  we  come  out  to  state  that 
whether  the  trend  is  good  or  bad,  it’s  certainly  pro- 
noxmced.  A friend  of  ours  (married)  has  a four- 
year-old  son  who  is  apt  at  times  to  act  in  an  ex- 
tremely independent  manner.  Finally  his  much- 
harrassed  mother  delivered  an  ultimatum.  “Son,” 
quoth  she,  “you  either  do  things  the  way  1 want 
them  done  in  this  house  or  you  can  move  right  out.” 


Undaunted,  the  four-year-old  marched  upstairs  and 
pulled  out  of  a closet  an  old  suit  case.  He  filled  it 
with  the  things  closest  to  his  heart  and  bumped 
away  down  the  stairs.  It  so  happened  that  he  lived 
in  a three  family  house,  and  as  he  stood  in  front  of 
the  house  deciding  in  which  direction  to  run  away, 
a plumber  came  up  to  where  he  stood  and  queried, 
“Can  you  tell  me  which  apartment  the  Kevans  live 
in?  ” The  young  stalwart  regarded  the  plumber  with 
a disdaining  eye,  spat  into  the  gutter,  then  laconical- 
ly answered,  “How  the  hell  should  I know?  I don’t 
live  here.”  All  of  which  is  very  indicative,  or  is  it? 


NOTICES 

LOST;  A lady’s  beaded  pearl 
handbag  by  mistake  from  the  Wo- 
men’s rest  room  in  the  Hotel 
Bethlehem  last  Saturday  night. 
Please  call  K.  S.  Putnam,  2465-J. 


• A notice  in  the  Brown  and  White  of  April  4 
seems  to  us  the  high  light  of  aspersion-casting.  In 
fact  we  sometimes  wonder  if  Lafayette  had  a hand 
in  it.  The  notice  asks  that  any  student  who  might  by 
mistake  have  taken  a lady’s  beaded  pearl  handbag 
from  the  Women’s  rest  room  of  the  Hotel  Bethle- 
hem get  in  touch  with  a certain  number.  It  is  not  the 
fact  that  the  Women’s  rest  room  was  the  scene  of 
this  little  drama  that  makes  us  wonder  about  its 
sincerity,  but  that  anyone  should  really  rest  in  a 
rest  room  seems  improbable. 


s. 
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• Now  that  we  have  beer  to  weep  into  again,  new 
things  keep  cropping  up  to  weep  about.  For  years 
and  years  we  have  been  hearing  about  what  a vi- 
cious and  honor  annihilating  institution  the  saloon 
was.  So  bright  and  early  on  the  morning  of  April  8 
we  went  out  seeking  one  of  these  dens  of  iniquity, 
armed  of  course  with  a copy  of  the  Bible  to  bolster 
up  our  morale.  After  very  little  searching  we  found 
a building  which  corresponded  externally  to  the  de- 
scription of  the  booze  dens  in  the  W.  C.  T.  U. 
primers.  Outwardly  bold,  but  quaking  inwardly  we 
pushed  aside  the  swinging  doors,  entered,  and 
looked  around  us.  Imagine  our  surprise,  IT  WAS 
JUST  THE  SAME  AS  THE  SPEAKEASIES  WE’D 
BEEN  PATRONIZING  FOR  YEARS!  Th  ere  are  no 

new  thrills.  Now  that  we  beer  to  weep  into  new 
things  keep  cropping  us  for  us  to  weep  about. 


LOOKING  BACK 

WITH  MRS.  WALTER  WINDSHIELD 

This  is  the  first  time  for  quite  a while  that  we  have 
greeted  you  from  these  pages  in  the  guise  of  Mrs. 
Walter  Windshield  . . . Much  that  has  happened 
must  of  necessity  be  omitted  but  we  have  been 
places  and  seen  things,  the  larger  winter  crop  of 
dances  affording  excellent  material  . . . The  Inter- 
Fraternity  Ball  comes  first  chronologically  and  oth- 
erwise . . . We  wish  to  make  a public  apology  at 
this  point  for  again  mentioning  a lad  to  whom  we 
have  perhaps  given  a little  more  than  his  share  of 
publicity,  but  if  he  must  lead  orchestras!  . . . We 
were  discussing  the  matter  with  him  and  no  sooner 
had  we  turned  the  corner  (get  it?),  than  he  was  at 
it  again,  using  some  of  the  decorations  as  a baton 
. . . The  same  youth  was  forcibly  ejected  from  the 
Lambda  Chi  Alpha  dance  no  less  than  three  times 
. . . Say  what  you  will  about  Cedar  Crest  not  rating 
at  Lehigh  but  it  certainly  was  at  that  dance  (Inter- 
Fraternity  Ball),  en  masse  . . . The  Theta  Xi’s  threw 
open  their  million  dollar  ball-room  the  following 
week,  or  so  some  Sigma  Nu’s  seemed  to  think  . . . 
The  Alpha  Chi  Rho’s  were  hosts  to  their  brothers 
from  Penn  on  the  twenty-fifth  and  outdid  even 
themselves  in  the  matter  of  hospitality  . . . About 
everybody  who  IS  anybody  was  at  the  D.  U.  dance 
. . . We  liked  the  lighting  system  but  why  the  car- 
pet on  the  porch  steps?  . . . We  would  have  won- 
dered at  the  large  number  of  A.  T.  O.’s  present  had 
we  not  previously  payed  a short  visit,  very  short,  to 
the  so-called  dance  they  were  having  . . . When  it 
comes  to  playing  the  Victrola  in  the  presence  of  a 
perfectly  good  orchestra  . . . That  was  not  the  case 
however  ...  If  we  may  repeat,  that  too  was  so- 
called  . . . We  will  report  later  on  the  Phi  Gam  dance 
so  see  that  you  all  behave  . . . There  seems  to  be 
quite  a mystery  as  to  who  took  the  Theta  Delt’s 
beer  mug  . . . Your  guess  is  as  good  as  mine  . . . 
There  are  rumors  about  more  orange-blossoms  (not 
a drink),  over  at  the  A.  T.  O.  house  . . . 

Questions  and  Answers  ...  You  furnish  the  an- 
swers . . . What  A.  T.  O.  was  leading  the  orchestra 
at  their  alleged  dance?  . . . Who  was  responsible  for 
the  broken  glass  near  the  Psi  U.  house  a few  weeks 
ago?  . . . Who  was  the  really  good-looking  man 
who  flunked  out  in  February?  . . . Who  is  the  Chi 
Psi  known  by  a lady  of  ill-repute  in  Washing- 
ton? . . . Who  is  the  Alpha  Chi  Rho  whose  picture 
hangs  on  the  wall  of  their  second  floor  study?  . . . 
Now  there  is  a lad  who  REALLY  LOOKS  like  an 
orchestra  leader  . . . We  also  have  it  on  good  author- 
ity that  the  Grass  and  Blanket  Club  is  scheduled  to 
start  proceedings  at  the  first  signs  of  spring.  Well, 
as  the  poet  said,  it’s  whatever  you  think. 
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The  Date 

The  decision  a month  before,  “I  will  have  Mary 
come  from  home  ” . . . The  letter  a week  later, 
“Dearest,  will  you  come”  . . . The  reply,  “Mother 
and  1 have  promised  to  visit  Aunt  Susie  that  week- 
end” . . . The  cursing  of  fate  . . . The  decision  not 
to  have  a date,  “It  will  save  money  and  1 can  get  a 
lot  of  work  done”  . . . The  happy  anticipation  of  the 
rest  of  the  brothers  . . . The  change  of  mind,  “We 
are  only  young  once”  . . . The  frantic  phoning  of 
Moravian,  Cedar  Crest,  and  local  talent  . . . The  re- 
plies, all  the  same,  “Oh  a Kappa  house  party!  1 
would  love  to.  1 am  sorry,  but  1 have  a date  for  that 
week-end.  Some  other  time,  perhaps”  . . . More 
cursing  of  fate  . . . Brother  Smith’s  suggestion,  “My 
cousin  in  Montclair  is  a good  dancer,  seventeen,  and 
just  your  size.  Well  . . . maybe  she  isn’t  any  raving 
beauty  but  she  has  an  awfully  nice  personality.  She 
won’t  have  a date  because  nothing  much  goes  on  in 
Montclair.  ” . . . The  polite  refusal  . . . The  secret 
thought,  “She  must  be  horrible,  especially  your  cou- 
sin ” . . . Two  days  ago  . . . “What  the  hell  will  1 do 
after  the  house  dance,  go  to  bed?  ” . . . The  offer  of 
the  best  friend  whose  girl  has  a friend  . . . The  reck- 
less O.  K.  . . . the  doubt  . . . The  self  reproach, 
“sucker  ” . . . The  trip  to  the  station  to  meet  the 
5:50  train  . . . The  last  minute  helpful  encourage- 
ment of  the  best  friend,  “All  of  the  girls  from  this 
school  are  good  dancers,  they  have  a course  in  ball 
room  dancing  ” . . . The  train  pulls  in  . . . The  fear 

of  looking  . . . the  look The  exclamation 

of, 

BURR 

CEDAR  CREST’S  CHALLENGE 
(Written  by  a lass  from  the  “pent-up”  house  in 

Allentown,  who  has  her  own  Ideas  on  B.  & W. 
editorials  — Editor’s  note.) 

It  seems  that  the  sense  of  humor  of  certain  of  the 
sons  of  Lehigh  is  slightly  warped,  or  an  entirely  non- 
existent quantity.  “The  Essay  on  Men”  which  seems 
to  have  been  causing  so  much  controversy  was  not 
written  by  a “soft,  tender,  violet  scented  ” member 
of  the  so-called  weaker  sex  but  was  composed  by  a 
man,  and  was  reprinted  by  permission.  When  we 
published  the  article  we  were  thinking  of  men,  and 
not  of  those  silly  little  boys  over  on  the  ivy  clad  and 
chestnut  covered  mountain.  Since  when  have  little 
boys  been  able  to  read  papers?  We  notice,  with  due 
respect  to  Lehigh’s  little  pretzel-chewing  contests. 


that  the  fair  damsels  of  Cedar  Crest  much  prefer 
real  college  dances  and  have  yet  to  squabble  over  a 
bid  to  any  Lehigh  dance.  As  far  as  getting  round- 
shouldered  from  learning  over  bars  is  concerned,  at 
least  we  don’t  get  blisters  on  our  hands  from  chisel- 
ing. If  the  sleepy  inmates  on  old  South  Mountain 
would  open  their  eyes  and  look  around  instead  of 
looking  through  field  glasses  at  the  front  rooms  of 
the  Hotel  Bethlehem  (such  poor  ethics),  they  would 
realize  that  they  have  a lot  of  ground  to  cover  be- 
fore they  come  anywhere  near  catching  up  with  the 
Cedar  Crest  lassies.  We  agree  with  the  Brown  and 
White  scribe  that  chivalry  is  an  instinct  common  to 
men.  We  suggest  a course  being  installed  at  Lehigh 
but  it  would  not  be  very  popular  as  the  children 
would  not  know  the  meaning  of  such  a long  word, 
and  in  their  customary  lackadaisical  fashion  would 
not  bother  to  look  it  up. 
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• TEN  MILLION  YEARS  A 


• AUTHORS  NOTE:  A short  while  ago  I was  privileged 
to  meet  Miss  “X”  whom  I shall  call  Miss  “X”  because  some 
of  you  readers  may  also  have  met  Miss  “X.”  If  you  remain 
at  Lehigh  long  enough  you  are  sure  to  meet  Miss  “X”  for 
she  hasn’t  missed  a house  party  since  the  opening  of  the 
college.  Amongst  other  interesting  things  about  Miss  “X,’’ 
including  her  glamorous  eyes,  her  Titian  hair  and  her  blue 
eyes,  I discovered  that  she  is  a firm  believer  in  transmigra- 
tion of  the  soul  and  in  a confessional  mood  (the  author  is 
somewhat  of  a confession  elixir  to  babes  with  blue  eyes) 
Miss  “X,'’  or  as  I call  her  “litchy”  unfolded  to  me  the  story 
of  her  many  lives,  her  loves,  and  her  house  parties  through 
the  ages. 

EDITOR’S  NOTE:  We  suspect  the  influence  of  2.5  beer 
on  our  erstwhile  correspondent. 

AUTHOR’S  NOTE:  We  suspect  the  Editor  of  not 

having  met  “Itchy.” 

I was  but  a shy  amoeba,  floating  listlessly  through 
the  waters  of  Central  Indolentia,  or  as  it  is  now 
called,  Bulgaria,  with  no  thought  of  the  future  and 
less  of  the  past,  for  truly,  I can  recall  no  past.  Moth- 
er had  told  me  a story  about  a sword-fish  bringing 

me  from  a place  called 
Heaven,  but  we  young 
Amoebas,  in  the  manner  of 
youth  eternal,  discredited 
that  story  and  were  prone  to 
believe  that  at  some  time 
there  had  been  a split  in 
our  family,  and  we  sub- 
merged the  matter  of  our  re- 
spective origins,  for  sex  was 
utterly  taboo  in  the  better 
Amoeba  circles.  One  day 
while  floating  along  on  a 
piece  of  submarine 
flotsam,  I was  accosted  by  young  Filbert 
Flip,  one  of  our  home-town  boys  who  was  a second 
aeon  student  at  the  Mackerel  School.  Filbert  and  I 
naturally  got  to  gilling  a bit  and  he  told  me  of  his 
school  life  and  what  a finny  bunch  his  profs  were. 
He  looked  at  me  with  a new  light  in  his  eyes  and 
soon  asked  me  to  come  down  to  what  he  called 


“house-party.”  Mother  was  rather  reticent  about  me 
travelling  down  about  two  hundred  fathoms  but  she 
consented  and  so  off  I went  to  my  very  first  house- 
party. 

Mackerel  College  was  a 
lovely  place  with  gorgeous 
marine  foliage  and  a most 
assorted  bunch  of  students. 

On  the  first  day  we  saw  the 
crew  races  in  which  eight 
snails  in  their  “shell”  tried  to 
beat  eight  other  snails.  Our 
side  won  and  I was  thrilled 
to  my  finny  delight.  That 
night  while  clinging  to  a bit 
of  jetsam  Filbert  who  was 
quite  drunk,  told  me  that  he 
wondered  why,  but  that  the  moonlight,  through  two 
hundred  and  seventy  fathoms  of  water  brought 
something  beautiful  to  my  eyes.  “Crustacea,”  he 
said,  “there’s  something  about  you,  that  other  amoe- 
bas haven’t  got.  All  I can  say  is  that  you’re  differ- 
ent. ” And  then  he  kissed  me,  right  on  the  bed — of 
the  ocean  of  course!  After  that  I decided  that  I liked 
house-parties  and  would  come  again  if  he  asked 
me.  He  never  did,  but  as  my  girl  friend  “Lizzie” 
said  ’Some  fin,  eh  kid!  ” 

The  Neolithic  Prom  at  the  Calamine  College  was 
a most  lovely  affair.  At  last  I was  a woman,  and  what 
a woman!  My  reddish  gold  hair  and  my  thin  beard 
to  match  were  the  envy  of  all  the  girls  at  that  time 
which  was  during  the  Paleolithic  period  and  those 
clever  lads  at  the  college  decorated  the  dance  floor 
with  futuristic  designs  and  called  it  the  Neolithic 
Prom.  How  happy  I was  with  hairy  cave-men 
smashing  heads  that  they  might  have  the  favor  of 
my  presence.  Fifteen  heads  were  cracked  and  forty- 
four  arms  were  broken  that  night,  but  at  last  I 
emerged  from  the  crowded  ball-room  with  Zbysw- 
trher  Mdjdoeoe  who,  drunk  though  he  was,  leered  at 
me  and  said  “Some  brawl,  hey  babe,  we  oughta  call 
it  the  “Brawl  Room.  ” Zbyswtrher  was  so  witty  but 
soon  became  romantic  as  he  crushed  me  to  him  and 
roared  in  my  ear,  “Gee,  babe,  you’re  different.  ” 
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HOUSEPARTY  DATE 


BY  MISS  “X” 

As  Told  To 

NORMAN  ALPER 


When  I was  born  for  the  twelfth  time  I looked 
around  and  much  to  my  surprise  found  myself  in 
Egypt  but  to  make  matters  worse,  my  fond,  but  rath- 
er conservative  parents  were  none  other  than  Pha- 
roh  Kufu  and  his  favorite  wife,  Aligazooks.  I was 
called  Nofretete,  but  all  the  young  folks  in  the  val- 
ley of  the  Nile  called  me  “Babs.  ” When  I was  elev- 
en, (women  mature  early  in  the  East,  sir,)  Rameses 
Bhoop-Bhoop  invited  me  down  to  the  Nile  Delta 
house  at  Ranofer  College  for  house-party.  Mother 
was  rather  reluctant  and  Dad  was  firm  in  his  denial 
having  heard  all  about  that  notorious  “Darkness  on 
the  Delta,”  but  I won  them  over  against  their  wishes 
and  as  1 left  Dad  said,  “Daughter,  remember  that 
you’re  a Kufu,  and  don’t  try  any  of  that  Moses  in 
the  bullrushes  stuff  around  this  pyramid!”  “Hokey- 
doky.  Pop,  ” said  I,  “We  late  dynasty  femmes  can 
take  care  of  ourselves  anywhere.” 

Well,  there’s  not  much  to  tell  about  that  house- 
party,  excepting  that  on  Friday  evening  after  the  Ra 
Ball  we  all  barged  out  onto  the  Nile  and  were  we 
drunk!  Next  day  we  played  “Explorer  ” and  dug  up 
some  mummies  and  were  we  drunk!  While  sitting  be- 
side Cleopatra’s  needle  “Rammie  ” said  to  me 
“Babs,  by  the  holy  ibex  you’re  different!  ” 

I’ve  only  been  to  one  Ital- 
ian house-party  and  boy, 
that  was  a honey.  It  was 
back  in  1 360  and  I was  then 
a young  girl  of  Trienna 
named  Antipasto  Patchiga- 
loop,  with  the  prettiest  Tit- 
ian hair  which  was  then 
called  golden-red,  or  some- 
thing. My  brother,  Alfredo, 
got  me  as  a blind-date  for 
Spring  houseparty  for  Tony 
Gioconda,  his  roommate  at 
the  university  down  at  Florence.  1 went,  I saw 
conquered  at  least  1 conquered  Tony.  We  had  a fine 
time  dodging  the  Doges  and  swimming  in  the  can- 


als, drinking  Chianti  by  the  gallon  till  we  saw  red. 
Tony  got  a bit  jealous  about  a nut  named  Leonardo 
some  thing  or  other  who  walked  around  me  a lot 
murmuring  “Mona,  Mona,  but  we  told  him  that  he 
was  just  a nut  painter  who  had  had  a bit  too  much 
to  drink  and  for  the  first  time  in  my  already  long  list 
of  house-parties  1 got  married  at  the  school.  It  was 
Tony’s  idea  for  with  a bot- 
tle in  his  hand  he  yelled  to 
the  crowd,  “Come  on,  let’s 
all  get  married.  ” But  I was 
the  only  one  who  heard  him! 

HE  was  different! 

Of  course  I went  to  a cou- 
ple of  thousand  after  that 
Florentine  affair  wherein  I 
became  the  original  “Tony’s 
Wife,”  but  the  next  real  af- 
fair was  right  down  here  at 
good  old  Lehigh  back  in  76. 

That  was  the  year  of  the  great  frost  you  know.  I hap- 
pened to  be  a Miss  Penultia  de  Vanner  of  Van  de 
Vannersville,  Long  Island;  a comely  blushing  young 
piece  of  femininity  with  about  three  feet  of  bustle. 
Mildew  Brackwish  of  the  Virginia  Brackenwishes,  as 
dumb  as  a loon,  but  as  nice  as  they  come,  indeed  sir 
1 shall  never  forget  Mildew,  had  me  down  to  the 
Spring  Prom.  We  sat  about  the  campus  all  after- 
noon playing  charades  and  then  the  nice  Lehigh 
boys  “skunked”  those  awful  Lafayette  tramps  in  a 
game  of  baseball.  After  the  ball  Mildew  gave  old 
Dobbin  the  rein  and  somehow  he  walked  right  up 
the  mountain  to  the  Lookout.  We  looked  down  the 
valley  and  drunk  as  he  was.  Mildew  turned  to  me 
and  with  his  quaint  Southern  drawl  he  said,  “Miss 
Penultia,  you  sho’am  de  most  different  young  lady 
ah  have  ever  met.” 


And  now  I’m  down  to  Lehigh  again,  and  I m so 
thu-rilled,  for  with  beer  returned  and  the  beautiful 
v/eather  I’m  hoping  that  someone  will  realize  and 
tell  me  that  I’m  different! 
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A country  doctor  who  was  practicing  in  the  South 
called  on  a Negress  who  had  contracted  tuberculo- 
sis. While  he  was  in  the  house  he  noticed  that  when- 
ever her  little  boy  wanted  anything,  all  he  had  to 
do  was  to  cry  and  he  would  be  given  whatever  he 
wished. 

The  Doc.  said  to  her — “Mandy,  that  child  of 
yours  is  badly  spoiled  isn’t  he?” 

“Oh  no  doctor,  he  ain’t  spoilt,”  replied  the  wo- 
man, “all  Nigger  babies  smells  lak  dat.” 


IT’S  FUN  TO  BE  FOOLED— BUT  IT’S  MORE 
FUN  TO  KNOW! 


Esoterica 

A large  truck  pulled  up  before  the  Delta  Phi 
house  last  week  and  the  several  hundred  pounds  of 
muscular  flesh  which  is  Schultz,  toddled  from  the 
control  seat.  Entering  the  hallowed  portals  of  St. 
Elmo,  he  was  greeted  with  much  enthusiasm  by  the 
several  brothers  who  were  eagerly  awaiting  his  ar- 
rival. Slowly,  because  of  the  extent  of  the  task,  the 
room  of  one  of  the  brother  sot  sophs  was  despoiled 
of  its  furnishings,  its  packed  trunks,  and  the  several 
fully-laden  valises  which  were  scattered  about — all 
bearing  evidence  of  an  unexpected  and  speedy  prep- 
eration  for  departure. 

All  the  belongings  of  this  unfortunate  soph  hav- 
ing been  packed  on  the  truck,  Schultz  was  given  the 
address  of  their  destination.  So  it  was  that  several 
minutes  later  he  drove  up  to  a home  on  Delaware 
avenue  and  hastened  to  discover  just  where  the  re- 
cipient wished  his  belongings  placed. 

A very  much  perturbed  maid  endeavored  to  as- 
sure our  truckman  that  no  person  by  the  name  of 

John  resided  there,  and,  although  he  was  a 

frequent  guest  of  the  master’s  daughter,  sh  e was 
positive  that  he  had  no  intention  of  taking  up  per- 
manent residence  with  the  family — at  least  not  just 
yet.  Schultz,  however,  was  obdurate;  so  she  con- 
sulted the  young  man,  who  was  enjoying  the  gour- 
mandish  delight  of  dinner. 

An  unseen  observer  reported  to  us  that  the  young 
Delta  Phi  was  very  much  disturbed  by  the  incident, 
as  was  the  young  lady’s  mother,  but  that  the  young 
lady  thought  the  episode  delightful  and  almost  burst 
a lung  in  mirthful  laughter.  Only  Schultz  was  puz- 
zled. 

’Queer  guys,”  said  he,  ’but  they’ll  have  to  pay 
me  to  lug  all  this  stuff  back  to  Warren  Square.” 


lURR 


Mrs.  Newlywed — “Have  you  any  nice  slumps  this 
morning?” 

Butcher — “Slumps?  What  are  they?” 

Mrs.  Newlywed  “I  don’t  know,  but  my  husband 
is  always  talking  about  a slump  in  the  market,  so  I 
thought  I’d  try  one.” 


TWICE  TOLD  TALES 

Poets  are  brave  people,  for  they  sing  in  defiance 
of  a world  out  of  joint. 

Poets  are  brave  people,  for  they  sing  in  defiance 
of  the  world  in  a joint. 


liURR 

Add  Pennsylvania  Dutchisms: 

When  the  little  red  house  goes  by  the 
train’s  all,  ain’t  it  pop  ? 
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Styxian  State 

A Wall  Street  broker  died  and  naturally  went  to 
the  dark,  infernal  regions.  As  soon  as  he  got  there, 
the  Devil  took  him  on  a tour  of  inspection  to  en- 
able him  to  get  accustomed  to  the  place.  He  noticed 
that  the  people  were  eating  off  gold  plates  and  that 
everything  seemed  quite  nice.  Finally  he  turned  to 
the  Devil  and  said: 

“Say,  this  place  looks  pretty  nice.  Are  you  sure 
that  this  is  Hell?” 

“Oh  yes,”  said  the  Devil,  “this  is  Hell  all  right. 
You  just  wait.” 

As  they  walked  along  a little  farther,  the  broker 
saw  several  gorgeous  looking  women  standing 
around  and  he  said  to  his  host: 

“This  looks  pretty  nice  to  me.  1 didn’t  know  you 
had  anything  like  this  down  here.  ” 

“Oh  yes,  ” said  the  Devil  again,  “go  on  over  and 
kiss  one  of  them.  They  won’t  mind.” 

So  the  broker  walked  over  and  took  one  of  them 
in  his  arms  and  began  to  kiss  her  but  he  came  back 
to  the  Devil  with  a look  of  disgust  on  his  face  and 
said : 

“What’s  the  matter  with  those  women?  1 don’t 
seem  to  be  able  to  feel  any  sensation  or  get  any 
pleasure  out  of  kissing  them.  It  feels  as  though  1 
were  kissing  a vacuum.  There  must  be  something 
wrong  here.  ” 

“Yeah,”  said  the  Devil,  “That’s  the  Hell  of  it.  ” 

■ BURR 

SHAME  ON  YOU! 

She  sat  in  mortal  terror  of  how  it  would  all  end. 
Her  beautiful  young  body  was  contorted  in  her 
great  effort  to  have  it  all  over  as  soon  as  possible. 

Suddenly,  as  though  some  object  hidden  to  our 
eyes  had  appeared  before  her,  she  raised  her  head 
and  lifted  pleading  eyes  in  a tortured  young  face 
to  the  God  that  must  be  there.  Whatever  kind  of 
God  he  might  be  he  must  hear  her  player.  Some- 
thing had  to  happen.  She  no  longer  could  stand  the 
agony  and  suspense  that  wrecked  her  mind  and 
body.  She  shut  her  eyes  and  made  her  final  effort. 
If  it  did  not  happen  now  she  would  die  of  shame. 

Then  it  was  over.  A beautiful  smile  spread  across 
her  face.  Tear  stained  but  beautiful  eyes  were  lifted 
to  her  God  triumphantly  and  thankfully.  She  had 
done  it — she  had  swallowed  her  first  mouthful  of 
beer. 


It  was  Willie’s  first  ride  on  a railroad  train  and  the 
succession  of  wonders  had  reduced  him  to  a state 
of  hysterical  astonishment. 

The  train  rounded  a bend  and  with  a shreik  of  its 
whistle  plunged  into  a tunnel.  There  were  gasps  of 
surprise  from  the  corner  in  which  Willie  was  sitting. 
Suddenly  the  train  rushed  into  daylight  again,  and 
the  small  voice  was  lifted  in  concern,  “It’s  tomor- 
row! ” he  gasped. 


YOUR  EYES  ARE  LIKE  LIMPID  POOLS. 

— Not  Funny,  But  Clean. 


They  met  in  the  market  square  for  their  usual 
exchange  of  gossip.  “They  do  say  that  Mrs.  Nobbs 
treats  her  husband  like  a mandolin,  ” said  Mrs.  Grey. 

“You  must  mean  mandarin,  don’t  you?  ” said  her 
friend. 

“No.  A mandolin.  Picking  on  him  all  the  time.  ” 


Tuc  ruipnppACic 
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Still  More  Wanderings  of  That  Diseased  But 
Observant  Old  Lehigh  Mind 


My  girl  is  really  built 
Of  that  you  should  have  no 

DOUBT. 

She  looks  just  like  a bureau 
With  the  two  top  drawers  pulled 

OUT. 


To  co-ed  schools 
Some  go  for  knowledge. 
But  1 prefer  Curtis’ 
“Cut-pro-college  ” ! 


A houseparty  without  you,  girls 
Would  be  just  a wee  bit  bare. 

But  please  remember  this,  my 
dears 

And  pay  your  own  railroad  fare. 


By  April  twenty-ninth 
At  least. 

1 hope  the  Chi  Psi  fish 
Are  all  deceased. 


Brown  and  White 
May  write 
About  Aggie. 

Burr 

Thinks  h er 
Quite  baggy. 


To  the  browsing  room  I see 
There  is  quite  a lot  of  traffic. 
1 often  wonder  if  its  because 
The  books  are  pornographic. 


Doc  Carothers’  famous 
Predictions, 

Together  with  vituperous 
Maledictions, 

Leave  me  with  a firm 
Conviction, 

1 hat  most  of  them  are 
Only  fiction. 


I 


y the  way,  you  know 
friends  sometimes  offer  me 
Chesterfields,  and  about  the 
v|  only  thing  they  say  is,  *1  be- 


lieve  you’ll  enjoy  them!” 


Wherever  you  buy 
I Chesterfields,  you  get  \ 
them  just  as  fresh  as  j 
1 if  you  came  by  our  ! 
' factory  door  ^ 


th  afs  Jld^iLde^r 

t/te  G^ay)'efte  t/iaf  Tastes  better 


© 19J3.  Liggett  & MyeSs  Tobacco  Co. 
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SIMON,  LET’S  HAVE  SOME  BEER— JUST  TO 
HELP  MR.  ROOSEVELT! 

Watch  Your  Personal  Belongings 

It  was  during  those  hectic  days  of  1 849  when  the 
gold  rush  was  rushing  Southern  “Californy  ” that  our 
story  takes  place.  Artie  Choke,  that  intrepid  explor- 
er and  adventurer  whom  we  all  know  so  well,  was 
limping  lazily  westward  from  Lehigh  to  the  land  of 
sunkist  fruits  and  untold  wealth.  Yes,  gentle  reader, 
you’ve  guessed  it  right.  Artie  was  seeking  adven- 
ture, to  say  nothing  of  a few  stray  fortunes  that 
might  fall  his  way.  Now  Artie  (Alas!)  was  one  of 
those  strange  individuals  who  are  quite  deft  with 
the  pasteboards.  Not  that  he  used  underhand  meth- 
ods— Oh  dear  no! — Archie  could  never  do  that,  but 
many  of  the  good  citizens  noticed  that  our  hero  nev- 
er worked  and  yet  he  always  flourished  quiLe  a wad. 

Upon  arriving  at  the  mining  camp,  Artie  imme- 
diately fitted  himself  out  with  an  appropriate  attire 
and  putting  a white  flower^  in  his  buttonhole,  he 
marched  gayly  down  the  road,  keeping  an  eye  open 
for  prospective  customers.  He  soon  entered  a saloon 
where  he  saw  a goodly  crowd  of  newly-rich  miners 
washing  away  their  troubles.  Once  in  the  saloon,  he 
quickly  struck  up  an  acquaintance  with  four  shady 
looking  men  who,  like  himself,  were  addicted  to 
playing  “Faro.”  As  the  evening  drew  nigh,  Artie 
tried  to  secure  a room  at  the  local  hotel  but  was  told 
that  the  management  would  not  rent  a room  to  a 


miner  (unless  accompanied  by  his  parents)  so  he  ac- 
cepted the  generous  offer  of  his  new  companions  to 
share  their  tent.  As  Artie  was  tired  from  the  trip, 
he  turned  in  early  and  although  the  night  was  clear 
and  quiet  he  could  not  sleep,  not  because  he  had 
missed  his  usual  cup  of  Sanka,  (not  an  advertise- 
ment) but  because  he  was  worried. 

You  see,  Artie  owned  a very  beautiful  gold  watch 
which  he  had  inherited  from  his  father.  This  watch 
possessed  no  material  value  to  speak  of  but  it  was 
priceless  to  Artie  because  it  was  the  good  luck  talis- 
man that  helped  him  to  ever  be  well-to-do.  Now 
Artie  was  worried  about  the  safety  of  his  watch.  Was 
it  safe  in  this  camp  with  so  many  desperadoes 
about?  What  did  he  know  about  his  companions 
anyway?  Never  was  Artie’s  Murad-ic  calmness  (also 
not  an  advertisement)  upset  as  it  was  that  night. 
Finally  he  put  the  watch  under  his  pillow  and  tried 
to  sleep.  Well,  Artie  tossed  and  tossed  nervously 
until  he  went  to  sleep  from  sheer  fatigue  but  he  had 
no  sooner  fallen  into  the  arms  of  Morpheus  than  he 
had  a dream.  No,  it  was  not  a dream.  It  was  a gen- 
uine 1 4 carat  nightmare  and  he  will  never  forget  it 
to  his  dying  day.  He  dreamed  that  one  of  his  newly 
acquired  pals  was  reaching  under  the  pillow  to  steal 
the  watch.  Sleepily,  he  reached  for  the  spot  where 
he  thought  it  lay  and  awoke  with  a start  when  he 
felt  only  the  bare  blanket.  He  reached  farther  and 
then  a queer  sensation  stole  over  him.  There  it  was. 
The  watch  was  not  gone  but — IT  WAS  GOING. 
^The  white  flower  has  no  particular  signi- 
ficance in  the  story.  It  is  merely  used  as 
thickening  for  the  plot. 


HEY,  WHY  DIDN’T  YOU  TELL  ME 
YOU’RE  HAVIN’  A HOUSE? ARTY? 
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QUESTIONNAIRE  FOR  PROSPECTIVE  HOUSE  PARTY  DATES 


1.  Name,  telephone,  and  hat  size,  (yes  or  no) 

2.  What  is  the  name  of  your  home  town  and  is  it 
a secret? 

3.  Why  are  you  coming?  Is  there  a reason?  (state 
size  and  color) 

4.  Will  you  be  mad  if  your  date  drinks?  Will 
you  be  mad  if  your  date  doesn’t  drink?  Why? 

5.  How  do  you  like  it  this  far? 

6.  Yeah? 

7.  Do  you  smoke?  Why?  Does  it  hurt?  Do  you 
inhale?  Exhale?  Where? 

8.  Have  you  asked  yourself  why? 

9.  Can  you  sit  in  a rumble  seat  with  5 or  6 others 
and  be  charming?  How? 

10.  Do  you  have  boopers  or  droopers?  (be  reas- 
onable) 

1 1.  To  what  do  you  attribute  your  success?  Where 
did  you  learn  it? 

12.  Do  you  like  beer?  With  pretzels?  Without 
pretzels?  Without  beer?  Why? 


13.  Can  you  take  it?  Where?  When?  (how  about 
next  Saturday?  ) 

1 4.  What  is  your  philosophy  of  life  if  you  don’t 
live  in  Bethlehem?  If  so,  where  do  you  keep 
it  most  of  the  time? 

1 5.  Born? 

16.  Parents? 

1 7.  How  is  your  father,  if  I’m  not  too  inquisitive? 

1 8.  Are  yuh  readin’  ? 

19.  Who  discovered  America? 

20.  Who  was  the  sword  of  the  revolution?  (be 
careful) 

21.  What  did  Patrick  Henry  say? 

22.  What  did  Sherman  say?  (don’t  swear) 

23.  What  will  Dean  Curtis  say? 

24.  Are  you  tired  of  this? 

25.  Have  you  read  this  far? 

26.  Why? 


For  house-party  gals 
I have  a feeling  weak. 
After  they  leave 
My  pillow  smells  sweet. 


A great  nuisance 
Sometimes, 

Are  these  here 
Political  combines. 


An  old  Vermont  farmer 
was  asked  one  day  if  the 
U.  S.  branded  on  his 
mule’s  thigh  meant  that  he 
was  an  army  mule. 

“Naw,  Sir,  them  letters 
just  stand  for  ‘Un  Safe,’ 
that’s  all.” 


AH  WELL  — GOODNESS  IS  NOT  HAPPINESS! 
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Senior  Class  Ballot  Results 


Wisest 

1.  Jim  Rhoads 

2.  Cliff  Harrison 

3.  Click  — Tempest  (tie) 

Thinks  He  Is 

1.  Martin  Reed  1 

tie 

2.  Russ  Dean  J 

3.  Dick  Willis 


Best  Dressed 

1.  Fritz  Keck 

2.  Shorty  Crichton 

3.  Jim  Roessle 


Best  Mexican  Athlete 

1.  Ralph  Fitzpatrick 

2.  Hal  Hirshberg 

3.  DeBernardinis 

Most  Considerate 

1.  Burt  Riviere 

2.  Bob  Davis  ] 

) tie 

3.  Tom  Harleman  J 


Dumbest 

1.  Gus  Kremer  ] 

}■  tie 

2.  Jess  Merritt  J 

3.  Frank  Delano 

Knows  He  Is 

1.  Gus  Kremer 

2.  Bob  Dalling  1 

j-  tie 

3.  George  Mathews  J 

Handsomest 

1.  John  Aufhammer 

2.  Jim  Roessle 

3.  George  Hagstoz 

Thinks  He  Is 

1.  Ed  Poggi 

2.  Jess  Merritt 

3.  Ed  Fleischer 

Laziest 

1.  Frank  Delano  1 

) tie 

2.  John  Fulweiler  J 

3.  Red  Rhoades 


Most  Popular 

1.  Burt  Riviere 

2.  Chick  Halsted 

3.  Cliff  Harrison 

Most  Sarcastic 

1.  Ed  Fleischer 

2.  Martin  Reed  ] 

!•  tie 

3.  George  Keller  J 

Biggest  Course  Crabber 

1.  Youngblood 

2.  Dick  Willis 

3.  Frank  Biro 

Biggest  Bluffer 

1.  Hirshberg 

2.  Russ  Dean  ] 

) tie 

3.  Hank  Voss  J 

Best  Politician 

1.  Pierce  Flanigan 

2.  Martin  Reed 

3.  Fritz  Keck 


Class  Clown 

1.  Count  DeBernardinis 

2.  George  Keller 

3.  Frank  Delano 

Best  Athlete 

1.  Chick  Halsted 

2.  T’ete  Peck 

3.  Mush  Strausberg 


Most  Energetic 

1.  Martin  Reed 

2.  Shortj'  Crichton 

3.  Burt  Riviere 


Best  Student 

1.  Jim  Rhoads 

2.  Melvin  Dresher 

3.  Jim  Tempest 

Worst  Student 

1.  Bob  Dalling 

2.  Jess  Merritt 

3.  Boquel  — O’Brien  (tie) 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


21 


Crazy  Burr-owings 


“Mother,  would  you 
say  that  the  goldfish 
had  a blessed  event  or 
would  you  say  Golden 
Jubilee? 

— Longhorn. 

“Hula  dancers  have 
an  easy  time  of  it.” 
“Why?” 

“Oh,  all  they  do  is 
sit  around  and  twiddle 
their  turns.” 

— Battalion. 

• 

...  I think  you’re  a 
pain  in  the  neck. 

. . . Well,  thanks  for 
moving  me  up. 

— Exchange. 

• 

And  then  there  was 
the  bright  boy  who 
thought  he  ought  to  go 
to  the  Junior  Prom  be- 
cause he  was  named 
for  his  daddy. 

— Masquerader. 

• 

She:  John  dear,  I 

wouldn’t  1 e t anyone 
else  kiss  me  like  this. 

He:  My  name  isn’t 
John. 

— J ack-o-Lantern. 


“Say,  are  you  Santa 
Claus?  ” 

“No.  Why?” 

“T  hen  leave  my 
stocking  alone!  ” 

— Battalion. 

She:  “What  kind  of 
a tree  is  that?  ” 

He:  “A  fig  tree.  ” 
She:  “Oh  — My,  I 
thought  the  leaves  were 
larger.  ” 

— Bison. 


Home  is  where  you 
can  scratch  any  place 
that  itches. 

— Brown  Bull. 

Spokesman:  “W  e 

are  Kappa  Sigs  and 
honest  men. 

Judge:  “Fine,  the 

Kappa  Sigs  line  up  over 
on  this  side  and  the 
honest  men  on  the  oth- 
er side.  ” 

— Carnegie  Tech 

Puppet. 


We  suppose  the  fun- 
ny feeling  that  a robot 
gets  is  the  biological 


”...  and  boy,  have 
1 got  connections?  ” 
said  the  Siamese  twin. 

— Ski-U-Mah. 

• 

Do  you  go  to 
Princeton? 

No,  it  must  be  some- 
thing I ate! 

— Siren. 


“PARDON  ME.  I MISSED  THE  BUTTON.” 

— I’rinceton  Tiger. 


First  Imbiber:  “1  found  (hie)  a half  dollar.” 
Second  Inebriate:  “Itsh  mine,  itsh  got  my  name 
on  it.” 

“Whatsh  your  name?  ” 

“E  Pluribus  Unum.  ” 

“Yeah,  itsh  yoursh.  ” 

— Yellow  Jacket. 


erg. 


— Lord  Jeff. 


She:  “There  are  a 

lot  of  couples  that 
don’t  pet  in  parked 
cars.” 

He:  “Yes,  the  woods 
are  full  of  them.  ” 

— Rice  Owl. 
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YOU  AIN’T  DONE  RIGHT  BY  OUR  KNELL. 

— Princeton  Tiger. 


With  legal  beer  once  more  flowing  through  the 
time-worn  Bethlehem  taps,  a distinct  and  acute  prob- 
lem has  arisen  among  our  benefactors  of  days  gone  t 
by.  The  graceful  and  awe-inspiring  stretches  of  pol- 
ished mahogany  no  more  may  be  visible  in  the 
temples  of  three  point  two.  What  is  to  be  done  with 
these  “bars,”  as  they  were  vulgarly  called.  Consid- 
ering the  importance  of  these  imposing  fountains  of 
cheer  in  days  gone  by,  we  feel  very  strongly  on  the 
subject.  Never  let  it  be  said  that  Lehigh  forgets  a 
friend  in  need.  Our  suggestion  is  that  a ninety  foot 
glass  case  be  erected  in  the  hall  of  Packard  Lab,  and 
that  therein  be  placed  the  most  impressive  bar  able 
to  be  secured,  together  with  a suitable  inscription. 
Freshmen,  entering  the  University,  may  be  led  with 
bared  heads  to  view  the  noble  pile,  and  there  to  see 
the  last  sad  remains  of  The  Glory  That  Once  Was 
Micky’s. 

BURR 

DR.  RICHARD’S  statement  of  his  position  re-  j 
garding  beer  at  Lehigh  leaves  us  very  unhappy.  It 
pains  us  to  think  that  our  President  would  consider  i 
even  for  a moment  that  any  Lehigh  student  would 
conceivably  drink  “the  excessive  quantities  (which) 
will  cause  drunkeness.  ” We  shudder  to  think  that  the 
introduction  (sic)  of  beer  might  be  “accompanied 
by  an  orgy  of  drinking.  ” We  are  not  angry.  Dr.  I I 
Richards,  just  terribly,  terribly  hurt. 
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Books,  Theatre  and  Cinema 


BOOKS 

Marie  Antoinette  Stephan  Zweig 

“ . . . best  book  of  the  month.  ” 

Andrew  Jackson  Marquis  James 

. . . has  been  dubbed  “America’s  greatest 
history.  ” 

Peter  Ashley  DuBose  Heyward 

. . . presents  the  author  of  Mamba’s  Daughters 
at  his  best. 

A Draft  of  XXX  Cantos  Ezra  Pound 

. . . the  first  thirty  of  what  gives  promise  of  be- 
ing a great  hundred  cantos. 

Grain  Race  Alan  Villiers 

...  a booming  true  yarn  of  the  old  four- 
masters. 

Sardinian  Sideshow  Amelie  Posse-Brazdova 

. . . another  “San  Michele,  ” with  added  flavor. 

Revolution:  1776  John  Hyde  Preston 

. . . excellent  biographical  history  of  the  Rev- 
lution. 

The  Last  Adam  James  Gould  Cozzens 

. . . the  tale  of  a country  doctor  that  is  one  of 
the  year’s  sensations. 

E.  W.  Scripps  Negley  D.  Cochran 

...  a good  biography  of  the  man  who  was 
Scripps-Howard. 

I Was  a Spy  Marthe  McKenna 

. . . most  exciting  book  of  its  kind. 

Paigeant  G.  B.  Lancaster 

...  a Guild  selection — and  a good  story. 

Special  Delivery  Branch  Cabell 

. . . James  replies  to  some  oft-repeated  queries. 

The  Tragedy  of  Tolstoi 

Countess  Alexandra  Tolstoi 
. . . the  daughter  of  this  magnificent  literary 
figure  takes  up  the  pen — to  a good  advantage. 

The  American  Scene  Edwin  C.  Hill 

. . . this  keen  observer  reviews  the  marching 
army  of  Americans,  A.  D.  1932. 

The  Adventures  of  the  Black  Girl 

in  her  Search  for  God  Bernard  Shaw 

. . . the  typical  Shavian  work  plus  some  excel- 
lent woodcuts. 

William  Fox  Upton  Sinclair 

. . . the  equal  of  anything  that  Sinclair  has  ever 
attempted. 

The  March  of  Democracy  James  Truslow  Adams 
. . . the  second  and  final  volume  of  a momen- 
tus  work. 

One  More  Spring  Robert  Nathan 

...  a tale  of  the  depression  handled  with  such 
skill  as  to  mark  the  author  definitely  for  future 
reference. 


People  Worth  Talking  About  Cosmo  Hamilton 

...  in  which  we  get  some  interesting  pictures 
of  the  writer’s  contemporaries. 

Hertha’s  Elrwachen — if  you  like  Maedchen  in  Uni- 
form, you’ll  most  certainly  enjoy  the  “relent- 
less sincerity  ” of  this  new  German  master- 
piece. (In  its  second  month). 


PLAYS 

One  Sunday  Afternoon — if  you  can  get  tickets,  see 
it;  if  you  can’t  get  any  ducats,  see  it  anyway. 

20th  Century  — combine  this  intensely  amusing 
comedy  with  the  new-born  lager  and  you’ve 
got  the  sure-firedest  cure-all  of  many  a day. 

Melody — George  White  makes  a strong  bid  for  the 
vacated  throne  of  Ziegfield. 

Take  A Chance — when  your  seeing  this  opus,  we 
assure  you  that  you  are  not  taking  any  chance 
at  all. 

Strike  Me  Pink  — seats  are  eight  weeks  in  advance. 

Design  for  Living — Noel  Coward  and  you  may  not 
have  the  same  design,  but  you’ll  enjoy  it  any- 
way— and  wonder  why. 


You  May  Want  to  See  These: 

FILMS 

Cavalcade — it  may  not  be  the  greatest  picture  of  all 
time,  but  it  certainly  merits  the  attention  of 
you  and  your  cousin.  Then,  too,  its  by  Noel 
Coward. 

The  White  Sister — an  exceedingly  well-handled 
make-over  from  the  days  of  the  silents. 

“M” — a foreign  directed  film  that  is  attracting  plen- 
ty of  well-merited  attention  on  the  White  Way 
— what  there  is  left  of  it  at  any  rate. 

Secrets  add  Mary  Pickford.  Leslie  Howard,  a 
good  story,  better-than-average  direction,  and 
what  have  you?  A good  play,  naturally 
enough. 

Gabriel  Over  the  White  House — the  critics — if  there 
be  any  all  vote  aye  on  this  one.  That  it  is 
a stirring  spectacle,  would  be  saying  the  least, 
for  it  is  thought-provoking. 
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E.  P.  WILBUR  TRUST  CO. 

Fourth  Street  and  Broadway 

Bethlehem,  Pa 

OFFICERS 

FREDERICK  A.  HEIM  

President 

E.  F.  EBERTS  

Vice  President 

C.  H.  GREEN 

DUDLEY  C.  RYMAN Secretary  and  Treasurer 

C.  A.  BRAMWELL,  Jr. 

■ •••Ass’t  Sec.  Treas. 

E.  D.  MILL 

W.  I.  TOOHEY  

Trust  Officer 

W.  H.  FELKER  

Ass’t  Trust  Officer 

B.  C.  HOFFNER  

Ass’t  Trust  Officer 

HERBERT;.  HARTZOG 

Counsel 

Open  Saturday  Evenings, 

6:30  to  8:30 

“Did  you  kiss  my  daughter?” 

“Sir,  you  flatter  me.  I kissed  the  maid’s  daughter.” 
“Sir,  you  flatter  me!  ” 

— Punch  Bowl. 

BURR 

“I  know,”  said  the  violet,  “the  stalk  brought  me. ’’ 

— Illinois  Siren. 

BURR 

Gad,  how  I’d  like  to  get  away  from  all  this!  I’d 
like  to  go  so  far  that  the  February  College  Humor 
wouldn’t  reach  me  till  February  first! 

— Belle  Hop. 

BURR 

A motorist  was  helping  his  extremely  fat  victim 
to  rise.  “Couldn’t  you  have  gone  around  me?  ” 
growled  the  victim. 

“Sorry,  ” said  the  motorist,  sadly.  “I  wasn’t  sure 
whether  1 had  enough  gasoline.” 

— Kitty  Kat. 

BURR 

2/c — “I’m  a different  man  since  I met  her.  ” 

1/c — “How’s  that?  ” 

2 A — “I  gave  her  the  wrong  name  and  address. 

— Log 


Dean:  “Know  you?  Why  I knew  you  when  you 
and  your  mother  got  kicked  out  of  college.  ” 

— Green  Goat. 

BURR 

Patty-cake,  patty-cake,  ladies’  man. 

Make  me  a lady  as  fast  as  you  can. — 

Twenty-three  seconds,  why  who  are  you? 

Oh,  I’m  just  a freshman  at  Sigma  Nu. 

Little  D.  U.,  come  blow  your  horn. 

The  T.  D.’s  are  up  there,  as  sure  as  you’re  born; 
Perhaps  she’ll  come  down,  if  you  blow  a blast — 

It  worked  for  the  Beta’s  on  Saturday  last. 

Kappa  Sigma,  cunning  and  sly. 

Built  a house  to  catch  the  eye; 

And  now  they  hide  behind  the  shades 
To  duck  the  prying  local  maids. 

Jack  and  Jill  set  up  a still. 

And  turned  off  all  the  water; 

The  Psi  U.’s  all 
Moved  in  that  Fall, 

And  brought  the  farmer’s  daughter. 


— Growler. 
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VOTED TO  THE  MAKING 
OF  OUR  PRINTING  PLATES 
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9\LLENT0WK  pemn  a. 


AMERICUS  HOTEL 

ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


326  ROOMS  326  BATHS 

Ball  Room  - 800  Capacity 

DANCING  EVERY  SATURDAY  NIGHT 

CATERING 

ANYTIME  — ANY  PLACE  — ANYWHERE 


ARBOGAST  and  BASTIAN 

MEATS  and  PROVISIONS 

U.  S.  Government  Inspection 
ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


Lady  to  floorwalker  in  department  store — Could 
you  direct  me  to  the  ladies  room? 

Floorwalker — It’s  just  around  the  corner,  ma’m. 
Lady — Don’t  give  me  any  of  this  Republican 
stuff,  young  man,  it’s  urgent. 

— Widow. 


BURR 

Jo:  What  language  would  the  last  man  on  earth 
speak? 

Jo-Jo:  He  wouldn’t  speak  any  language.  There 
wouldn’t  be  anybody  to  talk  to. 

Jo:  He  might  want  to  talk  to  himself. 

Jo-Jo:  What  would  he  say? 

Jo:  Where  in  hell  is  everybody? 

— Skipper. 


BURR 

Panhandler — Say,  buddy,  could  you  spare  a buck 
for  coffee? 

Gent — A dollar  for  coffee?  Preposterous!! 
Panhandler — Just  tell  me  yes  or  no — but  don’t 
try  to  tell  me  how  to  run  my  business! 

— Puppet. 


A TIP! 

Bethlehem’s  best-dressed 
families — and  LEHIGH’S 
“best-dressers  ” send  their 
“wash  ” to 

THE 

ALLEN 

L.AUNDRY 

Phone  6125 
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ORPHEUM 
DANCE  PALACE 


BEAUTIFUL  GIRLS  — SNAPPY  MUSIC 


Popular  College  Contest  Every 
FRIDAY  NIGHT 


The  Place  to  SEE  and  to  be  SEEN 
Private  Lessons  All  Afternoon 


HARRY  THE  WOODSMAN 

and 

HOWARD  THE  BEAR 

Clumpety  - clump,  clumpety  - clump,  clumpety  - 
clump  went  Harry,  the  woodsman,  returning  from 
his  work  of  cutting  down  trees  in  a light  hearted 
manner.  He  was  met  by  his  wife  at  the  door  of  his 
cabin  with  a disgruntled  look.  “Much  to  my  cha- 
grin,” she  exclaimed,  “Howard  the  bear  was  here 
today  and  ate  up  our  eldest  son,  Arley.” 

“What,”  screamed  Harry,  the  woodsman,  “are 
you  sure  it  wasn’t  Farmer  Brown’s  boy?  ” 

“No,”  mumbled  his  faithful  spouse,  “ah  know  it 
was  Howard,  th’  beah,  suh.  ” 

“Tsk,  tsk,  tsk,”  tsked  Harry,  in  a despondent 
tone. 

The  next  day  Harry  again  returned  home  much 
to  his  wife’s  surprise  and  chagrin.  She  was  quick  to 
cover  up  her  surprise  though  and  whipped  at  him, 
“Had  a hard  day  at  the  office,  dear?  ” 

“Why  do  you  axe  me  that,  my  sweet,  ” he 
snarled,  “has  Howard  the  beah  been  here  today?” 
“Do  you  mean  Howard,  the  bear,  who  ate  up  our 
little  Arley,  honey  child?”  she  said  smiling. 


“Oh  you  and  your  big  words,  ” he  exclaimed, 
“who  do  you  think  I mean,  Farmer  Brown’s  boy?  ” 

“Why  Howard  was  here,  ” she  retorted,  and  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  he  ate  up  little  Nellie,  our  eldest 
daughter.  ” 

“Tsk,  tsk,  tsk,  ” said  he. 

The  next  day  Harry  again  returned  home  from 
work  and  was  met  at  the  door  by  his  wife,  who  was 
getting  suspicious.  “This  thing  of  your  returning 
home  from  work  is  getting  to  be  a habit  with  you, 
can’t  you  break  it;  It’s  Getting  to  Be  a Habit  with 
You,  ” she  sang  gaily. 

“But  why  don’t  you  ask  me  if  I have  had  a hard 
day,  woman?”  he  screamed  in  a telling  manner. 

“And  why  don’t  you  whisper  sweet  things  in  my 
ear,  you  fool,”  she  cried. 

“Pant,  pant,  pant,  you’re  adorable,  dear,”  he 
panted,  “has  Howard  been  here.” 

“Ugh,  ugh,  ugh,  ” she  sighed,  “he  has.  Harry 

“Ugh,  ugh,  ugh,”  she  sighed,  “he  has,  and  Harry 
at  up  Granny,  much  to  Granny’s  surprise  and  my  re- 
lief.” 

“Tsk,  tsk,  tsk,”  he  replied. 

The  next  day  Harry,  the  woodsman,  returned 
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Heirlooi^^  not- 

give  // /Zr^Air! 


WHEN  she  told  him  to  throw  that 
reeking  relic  in  the  rubbish  can,  he 
was  offended.  Sensitive?  Pooh!  Not  as  sen- 
sitive as  grandma’s  nose.  Let’s  be  brutally 
outspoken.  ^Vhy  should  a man  keep  on  smok- 
ing a pipe  through  sentiment,  when  it’s  full 
of  sediment? 

When  you  smoke  mild  tobacco  in  a well- 
kept  pipe,  e'veryboJy’s  happy,  yourself 
Included!  We  never  heard  anything  but 
compliments  about  the  smoke  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh’s  mild  Burley  mixture  makes  when 
it  curls  merrily  from  the  howl  of  a well- 
behaved  briar.  It  is  smooth  and  fragrant,  yet 
full  bodied,  rich  and  satisfying;  and  it’s  kept 
fresh  by  gold  foil.  Its  record  of  popularity 
alone  makes  it  worth  a trial  next  time  you 
step  into  your  tobacco  store. 

Brown  & Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky,  Dept.  W-32 


SmokingTobacco 

PIPExhoCkTaRETTES 


SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 


Send  for  this 

FREE 

BOOKLET 


TAKE  CARE  I 
wn*r  PIPE 
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AND  IT’S  MILDER 


from  work,  but  he  couldn’t  find  his  faithful  spouse. 
“I  wonder  where  my  faithful  spouse  is,”  he  mused. 
After  musing  a while,  he  started  looking  around; 
but  she  wasn’t  in  any  of  the  closets  or  under  any  of 
the  tables.  He  twirled  his  mustachios  and  wondered 
idly  if  Howard,  the  bear  had  been  here  today. 
“Tsk,  tsk,  tsk,  ” he  mused. 

The  next  day  he  returned  from  work  and  found 
Howard  and  the  bear  sitting  on  his  doorstep  with  a 
menacing  look  in  his  eye.  He  wondered  idly  why 
Howard  was  here  with  a menacing  look  in  his  eye. 
He  decided  not  to  ask  the  big  fellow  and  pretend 
not  to  see  him  and  entered  his  little  cabin  by  the 
underground  passage  built  just  for  such  emergen- 
cies. He  went  into  his  trophy  room  idly  wondering 
what  he  should  do  next.  He  snapped  his  fingers;  it 
was  a show  down,  yes,  it  was  a show  down.  He 
reached  for  his  trusty  shotgun  and  said  despondently 
in  a monotone,  “Wal  ah  reckon  ah’ll  have  to  shoot 
Howard.  ” 

BURR 

Teacher — “Your  son  seems  to  be  making  great 
progress  with  his  violin  lessons.  ” 

Father — “Is  he,  really?  I thought  that  it  was  just 
that  we  had  gotten  used  to  it.  ” 

BURR 

Daughter — “Father,  you’ll  have  to  give  me  away 
when  I marry  Tom.” 

Father — “I’ve  already  told  him  how  extravagant 
you  are,  but  the  darn  fool  isn’t  discouraged  yet.” 

BURR 

”I’d  like  to  speak  to  Joe.  ” 

“Just  a minute,  please.  ” 

1st  Phone — “Hell-o.  Joe  isn’t  in.  Is  there  any 
message?  ” “No.  I’ll  see  him  later.  ” 

2nd  Phone — “Hell-o.  a ” 

“I  just  now  said  I’d  see  Joe  later.  ” 

3rd  Phone — “Hell-o.  Joe  isn’t  in  just  now,  but — ” 
CLANG. 


BITRR 

One  person  who  should  certainly  be  looked  aft- 
er— either  nominated  for  oblivion  or  elected  to  Rose 
Marie’s  club  of  Eton,  England — is  the  accommodat- 
ing young  man  who  answers  the  fraternity  phone. 
After  giving  the  number  and  waiting  patiently,  a 
high  nasal  voice  says — “Good  Awfternoon,  Xi  Psi 
fraternity.  ” In  a rather  disgusted  tone  you  ask  for 
one  of  the  brothers  and  get  the  reply — “Just  one 
moment  please.  I shall  ascertain  whether  he  is  dis- 
posed or  not.  ” 


28 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


Motor  Cop — “Say,  I’ve  travelled  seventy  to  catch 
and  haul  you  in.” 

Motorist — “Bad  news  sure  travels  fast,  doesn’t 
it?” 

liUllR 

One  of  our  most  brilliant  co-eds  when  asked  to 
write  an  essay  on  “The  funniest  thing  I’ve  ever 

seen”  handed  in  the  following  lengthy  epistle “The 

funniest  thing  I ever  saw  was  just  too  funny  for 
words.  ” 


HIGH  NOTES  and  LOW  NOTES 

The  other  day  our  worthy  Scotch  coach  received 
one  of  the  greatest  setbacks  he  has  had  in  years. 
After  attending  a wrestling  match  and  enjoying 
himself  at  nominal  cost  he  discovered  that  some  old 
reprobate  had  lifted  his  topcoat.  So  far  not  so  good, 
but,  to  go  on,  as  he  was  wending  his  weary  way 
homeward  he  proceeded  to  pass  an  innocent  auto- 
mobile just  as  it  was  rouding  a curve.  A whistle — 
a sparkling  badge — $12.50 — Such  is  life.  Was  he 
burnin’  up?  1 do  na’  doot  it. 

BURR 


“Give  a sentence  with  the  word  Mandarin  in  it.” 
“The  farmer  boy  loved  to  m’ander  in  the  pasture.” 
“Give  a sentence  with  the  word  pasteurize  in  it.” 
“The  bee  flew  past  ur  eyes  so  fast  you  couldn’t 
see  it.  ” 

BURR 

Our  illustrious  Professor  Shields  must  be  a sister 
of  the  movie  comedienne,  Edna  May  Oliver,  they 
look  and  act  like  twins. 


UEATA  LUNCH 

OPEN  DAY  and  NIGHT 

406  South  New  Street 
Bethlehem 
(South  Side) 


D.  M.  GOLDBERG 

Florist 

Bethlehem’s  Largest  Flower  Shop 

7 W.  Broad  St.  Phone  2054-J 

FOR  HOUSE  PARTIES 

Corsages  and  Decorations  at 
Reasonable  Prices 

WE  TELEGRAPH  FLOWERS 


TASTE  TELLS 


PHONE  893  BETHLEHEM 


• when  the 
last  blue  note 
of  the  band  is 
no  more  and  the 
crowds  start  to 
go  places  you 
will  meet  them 
all  again  at  the 
caprice  lehigh’s 
most  popular 
rendezvous 
where  lehigh 
men  and  their 
fair  friends  dine  and  dance  midst  the  quaint  elegance 
of  the  valley’s  most  enchanting  hostelry  and  you  will 
agree  that  at  the  caprice  lehigh  looses  its  libido! 


ARROW  REFORMS  THE  OXFORD  SHIRT  ^ 


Many  men  have  liked  the  numerous  virtues  of 
the  oxford  shirt  so  well  that  they’ve  been  willing 
to  gamble  with  its  one  vice — terrific  shrinkage. 

Now  those  men  can  indulge  in  more  pleasant 
forms  of  gambling.  Now  Arrow  offers  an  oxford 
shirt — the  Gordon — that  itill  not  shrink! 


The  Gordon  is  beautifully  tailored.  And  it  is 
finished  with  a collar  that  falls  heir  to  all  the 
secrets  Arrow  has  learned  in  making  over  two 
billion  collars. 

If  you  like  the  coolness  and  the  unaffected 
smartness  of  oxford,  see  a Gordon. 


Sanforizing  takes  care  of  that  effectively  and 
enduringly.  No  matter  how  often  the  Gordon 
is  laundered,  its  collar  will  stay  the  correct  size 
. . . its  sleeves  will  expose  the  proper  half-inch 
of  cuff  ...  it  will  remain  the  same  size. 


It  comes  with  button-down  collar  (which  is 
galloping  back  into  favor)  or  with  plain  collar. 
All  sizes.  All  sleeve  lengths.  And  when  you  buy, 
look  for  the  Arrow  label.  Arrow  Shirts  are  sold 
under  /;o  other.  In  white  and  colors.  $1.95. 

©1933,  Cluett,  Peabody  & Co.,  Inc., Troy,  N.  Y. 


ARROIV  SHIRTS  SHRUNK 

neMJ  shirt  if  one  enjc/r  shrmks 


